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Anette felt stupid. 

Not just stupid. Hurt. Betrayed. Used. 

She'd let down her guard. She'd given into temptation, fallen for the charm of a passionate, fiery romance. 
She'd always been a romantic at heart, ever since she was a young girl. It had burned her many times 
throughout her life, and yet she fell for it once again, like she wasn't a damned grown ass woman. 

She hadn't had a love like this since the impassioned entanglements of her youth. Now that she was older, 
such a blazing romance could destroy - had destroyed - all she'd worked so long for to attain. Her family, her 


husband, her singing career - all down the drain, all falling apart, collapsing around her because of him. 


Because of him. 


And he didn't have any of that. He had nothing to lose when they began their affair. To him, it was just 
sex and emotional padding for a fragile, cracked ego. He'd said it was love, sure, at the beginning. That was how 


she had fallen so easily. Love was her biggest weakness. 
And he needed it. 


She knew he needed it, needed a love that only she could give, needed love in its purest and strongest form. 
And Anette had always been a strong lover. And she had so much to give that, for the longest time, she didn't 
care that all he did was take. She still had so much love to offer that it weighed her down like a fucking 


anchor. 
And if she was the anchor, then Jani was the ocean. 


She'd been happy. She'd never pictured herself the type to cheat. She'd never desired anyone other than 
her husband. And she'd had plenty of offers. If only Jani knew how many men had stepped forward prior to 
him over the years, desperately trying to win her affections. She'd easily rejected them, one after the other. 
And somehow he'd been the one to break her resolve. He'd been the one to burst through her barricade of 
family values, of self-respect, of emotional boundaries. Of loyalty. 


And he lit it all up with a fucking match. 


Jani, with his feigned self-confidence masking all his blistering insecurities. Jani, with his filthy humor and 
his box-dye red hair that always managed to get in her mouth when they fucked. Jani, with his too-tight 
pants and his summer-sky eyes, and the way he made Anette cum harder than she ever had in her life, 


every damn time. 
But how had it started? 


Anette, in her kind nature, had thought she was doing a good thing when she tried to be Janis therapist. 
He'd come to her, a depressed shell of a man, craving words of affirmation and affection. When Anette tried to 
dig deeper and find the source of his inner anguish, she fell into a never-ending rabbit hole of traumas. And 
once Jani's floodgates were opened, so-to-speak, the man dumped everything onto her. Everything 


Anette's concern for him must've come off as sexual attraction, because after their first night alone 
together, where he'd spilled all his deepest, darkest secrets to her over wine at a bar in Turku, he'd kissed her. 
And a wine-drunk Anette had fewer inhibitions than normal, and the tears threatening to drip from Jani's 


pretty blue eyes gave the night a "this is our only chance" sort of vibe. So she might've kissed back. A little. 


They also might've gone back to that hotel together where Anette maybe let Jani eat her out for the 
better part of an hour. 


Did she regret it? At the time, she didn't. At the time, it was so exciting - all she could think about for 


weeks. Jani's tongue was as talented as his fingertips, and she constantly desired more to the point that it 


became something like an addiction. And Jani was always willing to feed that addiction Anette felt as though 
she was in her 20's again with the way they fucked like insatiable animals when they went out on tours. 


And while Anette had always enjoyed a healthy sex life with Johan, Jani was new. Anette hadn't had new in 
a long damn time. Was that why she had let it happen? Had she grown bored of what she had? 


Jani smelled different. Looked different, sounded different, felt different, and tasted different. It was thrilling 
to memorize a new body. Jani was soft and warm, but hard where it counted. His tongue was flavored with 
cheap beer, and his beard was damp with her juices. His touch was firm and purposeful but not rough. His 


fingertips left little bruises on her thighs, but thankfully Johan didn't notice. Not at first. 


But now that Johan knew, now that they'd begun the divorce proceedings and the dividing of their lives and 
the lives of their children, Jani suddenly decided he wasn't interested in feeding Anette's addiction anymore. 


He barely returned her texts after she told him about the divorce, after their album touring cycle had 
ended. Never picked up when she called. Hell, she'd had to get in touch with the fucking record label at one 
point just to make sure the man was still alive. Apparently he was busy working on new music. Busy enough 
that he couldn't respond to his own fucking singer. This went on for months, and Anette was embarrassed to 
admit that she spent most of that time outside of work wallowing at home in her own misery. Perhaps she 


wasn't as strong as she believed herself to be. 
She was left to tend to her own wounds, and she did so with what little grace she had left. 


The pain of losing what she'd sacrificed everything for might've been enough to destroy her if the 
redheaded idiot hadn't shown up on her doorstep in Helsingborg one October evening with a six-pack of shitty 
beer and the sorriest look on his face. She hadn't heard from him in literal months, and here he fucking was. 
Just when Anette had finally been gathering back some sense of self-respect and worth. Jani always had the 


worst timing. 


Flights to Sweden were only 40 euro," was all he said by way of greeting when she opened the door and 
gaped at him. 


Anette wanted to scream. She wanted to hit him. She wanted to slam the door in his face and force him to 
catch a 40 euro flight back to Finland. She wanted him to feel even a quarter of the hurt he'd inflicted upon 
her by cutting off communication and causing her to question if any of the things he'd ever said to her had 
any truth in it at all, after all this time. 


But just like Jani had needed her when he was broken, she now needed him. And she wasn't strong. She was 


weak. 


So she let him in. 


